FORBIDDEN JOURNEY

or simply to collapse under their loads. Then Satar would
pierce their noses, they would leap up terrified, jostle each
other on the narrow path, and race onward with their loads
slipping over. The men ran, swearing, and brought the
ponies back on to the path by firing stones, well aimed, at
their feet. Then mist and snow added themselves to our
troubles. Down below we could see, as from an aeroplane,
the thin white line of the river, but nothing else.

At last we came to three heaps of stones. They marked the
summit of the Mintaka, 15,600 feet above sea-level, an
enormous maze of black shining rocks. We had climbed
nearly 3,000 feet in two hours.

I felt it was going to clear, for now the fine blue snow
seemed to be falling from a transparent mist, and I waited,
letting the others go on. To the east, on my left, I could just
make out the summit we saw in the early afternoon. When
I got to a point higher up I should be able to see the Hima-
layas, the "Dwelling-place of the Snows." And at last,
straight in front of me, beyond the black curve of the rocky
pass, appeared one of the faces of the Mintaka, a triangular
wall of snow, glittering in the last rays of the sun. A proud
mountain, with its head turbaned in cloud, its lower slopes
were deep in shadows through which wound a river of ice.
So far, I liked India.
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